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My dear mouse friends, 


Have | ever told you how much | love science 
fiction? I’ve always wanted to write incredible 
adventures set in another dimension, but Pve never 
believed that parallel universes exist . . . until now! 


That’s because my good friend Professor Paws 
von Volt, the brilliant, secretive scientist, has 
just made an incredible discovery. Thanks to some 
mousetropic calculations, he determined that there 
are many different dimensions in time and space, 


where anything could be possible. 


The professor’s work inspired me to write this 
science fiction adventure in which my 

family and | travel through space 

in Search of new worlds. 

We’re a fabumouse crew: 

the spacemice! 


| hope you enjoy this 


intergalactic adventure! 


oy, l P. PROFESSOR 
Ofero VAHL Siller Paws VON VOLT 
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In the darkness 


of the farthest galaxy in 
time and Space is q 


Spaceship inhabited 
exclusivel Y by mice. 


This fabumouse Vesse 
M 


lis cal led the 
ouseStar 1, and | am 


its Captain! 

lam *F7Somewhat 
ACCident-prone Mouse who (to tell you 
the truth) would rather be writing novels 
than Steering q Space 


Ship. ~) 


But for now, my adventurous 
family and | are busy 
traveling around the Universe 


on exciting intergalactic missions, I 


THIS Is THE 


LATEST ADV 


ENTURE 
OF THE SPA 


CEMICE! 





————— 


A QUIET 
AFTERNOON... 
Or Was IT? 





It all started on a quiet Sunday afternoon. 
I had promised my nephew Benjamin | 
would take him to the premier of The Fleeing 
Spacesnips, the last movie in the laxia?@ip 
Letarhd trilogy. This episode would finally 
end the epic search for the lost asteroid! 
Oops! I’mso sorry... I forgot to introduce 
myself. My name is Stiltonix, Geronimo 
Stiltonix. I am the captain of the legendary 
MouseStar 1, the most mousestastic 
spaceship in the whole universe, though 


honestly, my real dream is to become a 
writer. But that’s another story! 





This five-dimensional movie 
takes place in a special circular 
screening room. Moviegoers 
strap themselves into special 
extra-comfy moving seats. 
Then holograms seem to emerge 
from the screen and float 
around the room while 
the superstellar surround- | 
sound system kicks into high gear. Warning: 5-D mega 
mouserific movies are not recommended for anyone 
` who is a jittery scaredy-mouse! 


| 





Now, what was I squeaking about? Oh, 
right! My nephew and I were so excited 
to see the new 5-D lexi diiio faarts 
movie, we got to the theater early. 

“Look, Uncle G!” Benjamin exclaimed. 
“There’s Trap, BuQSY WUQSY, Thea, 
Grandfather William, and SALLY. Let’s sit 


with them!” 





A Quiet AFTERNOON ...OR Was IT? 


“Mousey meteorites! Sally de Wrench was 
the most fabumouse rodent in the CHEDDAR 
Galayy, and there was an empty seat right 
next to her! I quickly headed for that 
seat, but as I got closer, my paws became 
mushier than melted cheese, my mouth 
dried up, and I heard a strange buzzing in 
my ears. I was galactically nervous! Luckily, 
by the time I got to the seat, the lights had 
dimmed and the first hologram had come 
shooting out of the screen. I was about to 
relax when... 


ARAAAAAHHH!!! 

We heard a fur-raising scream that made 
the room tr¢trbl. 

“W-what was that?” I stammered. 

“It sounded like it came from Professor 


Greenfur’s cabin next door!” Sally exclaimed. 








A Quiet AFTERNOON ...OR Was IT? 


We rushed out of the movie and went to 
check on the professor. When he opened his 
door, we were Stunned. 

“Professor Greenfur, w-what happened?” 
I asked. 

“I don’t know,” he replied SADLY. “When 
I looked in the mirror, this is what I saw!” 

“You're orange!” squeaked Benjamin. 

Shooting stars! In case eet 
you don’t know, true 





to his name, the 
professor’s fur 
is usually green! 
But now he was 
more WRANGE 
than an apricot 
from Uranus. 
“Did you eat an 


ALIEN DISH 








A Quiet AFTERNOON ...OR Was IT? 


at the Space Yum Café?” Trap asked. 
“Sometimes Cook Squizzy puts in too many 
space spices... 

“Are you werking too hard?” 
bellowed Grandfather William. “Lack of 
sleep can make you sick!” 

“Maybe you used a new soap or cream?” 
Thea suggested. “One time, my fur got the 
craziest pink spots...” 

Professor Greenfur shook his head. 

“Nope,” he replied, dejected. “I haven’t 
done anything out of the ordinary.” 

HOPE GRahers! We had to figure out 
what was causing his STRANGE condition! 





By 


| Have THE ANSWER! 





Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy scurried to the 
Eoentrel room. They used the ship’s 
onboard computer, Hologramix, to search 
for any available information on the planet 
PHOTOS YNTHESON, which is 
where Professor Greenfur was born. 

The rest of us stayed with the scientist, 
hoping to distract him a bit. 

“How are you Feeling?” asked Trap. 
“Are you hungry?” 

“Actually, yes,” the professor replied. 
“Now that you mention it, I’m cosmically 
hungry. I could really go for some SOUP!” 

“Excellent choice!” Trap replied. “I'll call 
Squizzy on my wristwatch phone and I'll ask 


him to prepare some whisker-licking good 








® 


| HAVE THE ANSWER! 


MARTIAN GINGER soup for you. You'll 
love it!” 

Then we hopped in an astrotaxi and 
headed to the SPAGE YUM GAFE. 
When we got there, Cook Squizzy came out 
to meet us. He was carrying a gigantic pot of 
EBHRAE soup. 

“Martian ginger soup is the best remedy 
for itehing caused by Venus allergies, 
nausea from hyperspace jumping, and space 


fevers!” he squeaked. 

Then he filled a huge bowl and motioned 
to Professor Greenfur to drink it up. We 
stared open-mouthed as the scientist drank 
the entire bowl in one gulp. 

“Abhhh!” Professor Greenfur sighed. 
“That was truly MOUSEFIfIC. Thank you!” 

But unfortunately, nothing happened. The 


professor was still lofrlafntg} ef 





| Have THE ANSWER! © 


“I should have put in more molded 
space cheese,” Cook Squizzy said sadly. 
“Of course not, SAUİZZY,” Thea said, 
smiling. “Even if your soup didn’t cure him, 





I’m sure it made Professor Greenfur feel a 
little better. Right?” 

“I’m not sure,” he answered slowly. 
“Maybe I should move around a little to 


Slurp! S S h) 
\ » ~ 
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| HAVE THE ANSWER! 


help my digestion. I’m feeling bloated.” 
“Don’t worry,” my sister said. “I have the 
answer!” 
Then she had dragged us all to the 
mu|tipurpose technog ym. 
“You can do all the moving around you 
want right here!” she squeaked happily. 
“Grandson, you should JOIN him!” my 
erandfather suggested immediately. “You 
should really be exercising more often. | 
want you to be in tip-top shape, just like a 


I” 





real 
“I am a real captain,” I protested. “And I 
exercise plenty. Plus, I feel € reat.” 
But putting up a fight was WS@lesSs. 
An astrosecond later, I found myself 
running alongside Professor Greenfur 
on the galactic treadmill. After that, we 
did abdominal crunches. Finally, 









Grandfather William had 
us each do one hundred 
push-ups. 

Galactic Gorgonzola! 
It was HARD WORK! 
After all that exercising, 
Professor Greenfur was 
still as ORANGE as ever! 

“How do you feel now?” 
my sister asked hopefully. 
“Any different?” 

“Yes, he replied, 





gasping for air. “I feel 
sore Alek: QWER! 
What I need now is a 
MASSAGE!” 

“I have the perfect . 6 






solution,” Sally explained. 


“The TASS AMU. 
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Its a device that gives the most 
mousetastic massages in the SOlar system! 
After spending a day fixing motors, a 
massagemousix treatment always makes me 
feel AMMAZIAG.” 

“Excellent!” squeaked an exhausted- 
looking Professor Greenfur. 

Sally led the professor into a small room 
just off the technogym and had him lie down 
on a high-tech table. 

When the Professor activated the 
massagemousix, F@ur long mechanical 
arms popped out and began to vigorously 
MASSAGE his sore body. 

There was an empty spot right next to 
the professor. I was about to ask Sally if I 
could try the massagemousix myself when 
my cousin dove for the table. 

“I could really use a good massage!” he 


| Have THE ANSWER! 


SIMEAKED. “Geronimo, watching you and 
the professor work out was exhausting! 
In fact, I could really go for an 
GNEREKAN four-cheese shake from 
Uranus. Geronimo, could you grab one for 
me from the Space Yum Café?” 


saad stars! My cousin was 646 
MUG: 





© 





® 





| HAVE THE ANSWER! 


I was about to tell him I absolutely would 
not fetch him a cheese shake when I heard 
my nephew Benjamin’s sweet voice. 

“Uncle G!” he squeaked excitedly. 
“Bugsy and I found a ton of USEFUL 
INFORMATION! And we know why 
Professor Greenfur turned orange!” 








DONT JUST 
STAND THERE! 


“Bugsy Wugsy and I did some research 
in the Encyclopedia Galactica,” Benjamin 
explained. 


“We discovered that plant mouseoids 


from Photosyntheson turn orange when 


PHOTOSYNTHUSONS 





ve Don’t JUST STAND THERE! 


something’s wrong on their home planet,” 
Bugsy Wugsy added. 

“A problem on PHOTOSYNTHESON?” 
Professor Greenfur whispered, alarmed. “I 
left the planet with my parents when I was 
very little, but I have to go back to help!” 

“Professor, how FAR is Photosyntheson 
from here?” asked Thea. 

“According to my calculations, it’s about 
THREE GALACTIC HOURS away,” he replied. 

“Well, what are you waiting for, 
Grandson?” Grandfather William bellowed. 
“Don’t just stand there —take action! Alert 
the crew that you’re going on an important 
mission to Photosyntheson RIGHT AWAY!” 

Solar smoked Gouda! Why did my 
grandfather have to be so BOSSy? 
Of course I would organize a mission 
immediately. 





Don’T Just STAND THERE! a 


After all, I was the ships CAPtAiN! | 
cleared my throat. 

“Er, attention, spacemice!” I squeaked. 
“We will leave as soon as possible on a 
mission to PhOtCoOSyntheSon. Once 
we arrive, a crew of spacemice will 
explore the planet to find out what’s going 
on. PROFESSOR GREENFUR will be 
Cea EET Boa ESBS again in no time!” 

Everyone cheered. 

“Can we come, too?” Benjamin and Bugsy 
Wugsy squeaked in unison. 

“That’s the spirit!” Grandfather William 
smiled. “You should learn from these 
eager young mouselets, Geronimo. 
They didn’t waste a moment before they 
volunteered!” 

I sighed and tried to ignore my grandfather. 


“Of course you can come,” I told Benjamin 








ve Don’t JUST STAND THERE! 


and Bugsy. “Next stop, PhotoSyntheson!” 
Professor Greenfur, Benjamin, Bugsy 
Wugsy, Thea, Sally, Trap, and I began to 
prepare for the mission. But wait ... where 
WAS Trap?! I looked around and realized 
my cousin had disappeared. Could he have 
gone to the Space Yum Café to get his 
ENERGIZING CHEESE SHAKE? Suddenly, my 
cousin reappeared. But instead of carrying a 
cheese shake, he was dragging an enormouse 
backpack with a ZiLLion pockets. 
Mousey meteorites! It looked hay. 
“Trap, where did you go?” I asked. 
“Were getting ready for our MISSIN to 
Photosyntheson —” 
“I figured,” he interrupted me. “That’s 
why I went to get a few indispensable 
little things you'll need on your mission!” 


A few Little things? My mission?! 





Don’T Just STAND THERE! a 


“What do you mean? You’re coming with 
me!” 

“No, I’m not.” He chuckled. “I’m staying 
right here.” 





“You heard me,” he explained. “I’m staying 
put! You’re not the only WRIT ER aboard 
MouseStar 1, Cuz. I’m writing a book, too!” 

“A BOOK???” I squeaked, incredulous. 
Trap wasn’t exactly a regular in the 
MouseStar 1’s library. 

“Yes!” Trap exclaimed proudly. “It’s called 
A Mousestastic Guide to 
Galactic Restaurants. It’s a 
guide for space foodies, and 
I’m on a deadline, so I can’t 
come. But relax! I packed 





everything you'll need. 
You'll be fine!” 





ve Don’t JUST STAND THERE! 


With that, he tossed me the backpack. I 
staggered under its enormouse weight. 

“SUUSEESHSS” 1 yelped. “Its really 
heavy!” 

“Don’t be such a wimp, Grandson!” 
Grandfather William scolded me. “A real 
captain doesn’t complain!” 





“It’s time to go,” Thea interrupted 


saveta 
us. “The space shuttle is 






4 /, ready for departure. The 
E jy 


planet Photosyntheson 
— awaits!” 





-A 
AT THE SPEED 
OF LIGHT! 


“I’m programming the ship to travel at the 
speed af light,” Thea announced once we 
were all aboard. “So hold on to your tails! 
Destination: Photosyntheson!” 

HOLEY GRATERS! I'll never get 
used to traveling at the speed of light. Just 
hearing those words made my tail knot up 
like a Space cheese pretzel! 





AT THE SPEED OF LIGHT! 
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I clung tightly to my seat and tried to take 
a deep breath. 

MOUSEY METEORITES! I felt incredibly 
nauseous! I was afraid I might boss my 
cheese! 

After what felt like a light-year, Thea 
turned things down a notch. 

“I'm disengaging the speed of light and 
will proceed at supersonic speed,” she 
explained. 

I sighed in relief. I could finally relax and 
enjoy the view. 

Stars and multicolored planets s| LO Ne 
all around us. Cosmic space dust, what a 
fabumouse view! 


“There’s Photosymiheson !” squeaked 


Benjamin. 


The planet ahead of us was truly 


bhefajult li [Ful tt It was a brilliant green 





AT THE SPEED OF LIGHT! 





and, from afar, it looked like a gigantic HEAD 
OF Lettuce: 

We all crowded around the window to see 
better 

“Look!” exclaimed Bugsy Wugsy. “The 
surface is completely covered with trees.” 

“Wow!” Benjamin squeaked. “There are 
so many different kinds!” 

‘TM Finally going to See my home 
again,” Professor Greenfur whispered. 
There were happy tears in his eyes. 

Thea smiled. 

“Everyone back to your seats,” she 


ordered. “We’re about to LAND!” 
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WELCOME TO 
PHOTOSYNTHESON! 


Thea gently landed the space shuttle in a 
soft green meadow in Photosyntheson’s 
astroport. 

“We're here!” squeaked my sister. 
“Welcome home, Professor!” 

Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy were the first 
to Cheembarks. 

“What an awesome planet!” my nephew 
exclaimed. “It feels like we're in an 
enormouse NA TURAL RUSHRVY!” 

Professor Greenfur looked around, 
squeakless. He was so overwhelmed at 


returning to the planet where he had been 


born. He EJEREN EJ EEA BY in deeply, 








HT a 
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filling his lungs joyfully. 
I smiled at him. It was truly MOVING 
to see him so happy at his return to his 








home planet. 
A moment later, Bugsy Wugsy broke 

the silence. “Look!” she shouted. 

“Someone's coming!” 












We saw a group of 
PHOTOSYNTHESONS 
approaching. Some looked 
almost identical to Professor 
Greensfur, while others 
were much shorter or had — 
colorful Flowers {| 





Ce EA- 


es WELCOME TO PHOTOSYNTHESON! 


on their heads. But all had brilliant 
green fur! 

“Welcome, Spacemice!” a DisTiNCTIVE- 
LOOK.iNe Photosyntheson greeted us kindly. 

“Your ship’s computer let us know you 
were coming,” he said. “I’m Leatytar 
the governor of Photosyntheson. It’s an 
honor for us to have a visit from the famous 
space captain Geronimo Stiltonix!” 

Me? A famous captain? Huh?! A little old 
plant mouseoid with tiny violets sprouting 
out of her head came closer to the professor. 

“Gentiana, look!” she exclaimed. “It’s 
Greenfur!” 

The Photosyntheson near her squeaked. 
“Cosmic roots!” she gasped. “You Pe BONA 
Viod” 

Gentiana turned back to Greenfur. “My, 
how you’ve changed!” she said. 





æ. Greenfur! 
Monte H 

OW you» 

\ Ve 







PES cae Lae 
stammered 
Greenfur. 

“We’re your old 
tree neighbors, 
WiSlix and EA 
GENTIANA!” (a wr 
she continued. “I ‘Violix cers 
remember when you 
used to sleep in a tiny little VASE. And 
now look at you! You’ve grown so tall.” 

“Forgive me for asking,” Violix said softly. 
“But why are you so Orange?” 

“Unfortunately, he turned orange because 
theres a problem on Photosyntheson,” 
Thea explained. “When plant mouseoids 


leave your planet, they become orange 
if something THREATENS. their 


home planet. Have you noticed anything 











e WELCOME TO PHOTOSYNTHESON! 
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out of the ordinary lately?” 

Leafyfur shook his head, surprised. 

“No,” he said. “Everything here has 
been very BBRAGEEGWE! Come, see for 
yourself!” 

Leafyfur, Violix, and Gentiana led us 
on a quick tour of the planet. It was 
INCREDIMOUSE. It seemed as though 
peace and harmony reigned everywhere. 
Could Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy have 
misreatl the Encyclopedia Galactica? 

It began growing dark. Leafyfur invited us 
to spend the night at his house. So we said 
Qood-nj9},t to Violix and Gentiana. 

“Pm honored to have you as my guests,” 
the governor squeaked. “My palace is bright, 
spacious, and surrounded by LUSH, 
GREEN plants!” 





— 
LEAFYFURS PALACE 


I loved the idea of spending a night in a 
PALACE. I had carried the ENORMOUSE 
BACKPACK Trap had given me for the 
entire day. I felt like a limp slice of Swiss. 
I was already drooling at the prospect of a 
delicious PINNER followed by a long sleep 
in a SOF+, comfortable bed. But as soon as 
we arrived, I got a SPOCK: Leafyfur’s palace 
was indeed surrounded by nature. It was in 
a very TALL tree! 

MOUSEY METEORS! To get to the palace, 
we had to climb all the way to the top! 
Leafyfur led the way. 

“Follow me,” he squeaked as he scampered 
up easily. “Welcome to my home!” 


Thea, Greenfur, Benjamin, and Bugsy 








Wugsy scooted up the tree. But I hung back, 
TERPIE TED. I’m so scared of heights! 

“Come on, Geronimo!” my sister shouted. 

Looking WẸ at the tall tree turned my 
stomach upside down and inside out. 
Besides, I was still wearing Trap’s heavy 
backpack, which was going to make the 
climb even harder! 

HOW did I alWayS get myself 
into these Situations? 

Trying to be brave, I took the first step. But 
the heavy backpack made me tip backward, 
and I fell on my Call. 

“OQooouch!” I cried. 

Luckily, Leafyfur threw me a rope. 

“Grab the rope, Captain,” he called down. 
“We’ll pull you up in no time! Hold on tight!” 


I grabbed the rope and took a deep breath. 
But before I could @x!nale, the elastic rope 





A LEAFYFUR'’S PALACE 





oid 0° tight! 







oe and I flew upward 
the speed of light. 

Galactic vei aaa 
ay a fright! 
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I landed on 
my back right 









| in front of 
j 4 the door. My 
friends stifled 
their 24#G2iz5 
as they helped 
me up. I was 


— 









@\PeCNer than moldy Brie, but at least 
I hadn’t tossed my cheese! 

Leafyfur welcomed us inside. 

“Please sit down,” he said warmly. 
“Dinner will be served shortly. We’ll have 
Photosyntheson’s specialities: moss 
bruschetta, root soup, and WiLD BERRY pie.” 





M B LEAFYFUR S PALACE 





“Yum!” Greenfur said happily. “My 


2 


favorite comfort foods 

But I was stil NAUSEOUS from my 
trip up to the top of the tree. I had no desire 
to eat ROOT SOUP! On the other hand, 
I didn’t want to be rwde. So I tried to smile 
as I took a sip of the broth. Slechg It 
was awful. 





fy 
MYSTERY AT 
EVERGREEN GROVE 





The following morning, Leafyfur, Violix, 
and Gentiana took us to visit Evergreen 
GOVE, where Greenfur had been born. 
“Evergreen Grove is no longer Inhabited 
today,” Gentiana explained. 
“Older residents like us moved to other 
parts of the planet, and the area became a 


NATURAL reserve,” Violix added. 


When we got there, we were squeakless. 


Holey craters! If was fabumouse! 





“Our best gardeners planted rare plants 
and trees all around the park,” Violix 


continued. “Photosynthesons love coming 





here to walk, play, and relax in the shade 
or the trees, 

took us to the old tree in the 
center of the park, where Greenfur’s family 
used to live. It was a big, tall tree with 


Chick Foliage. Greenfur smiled, tears 
filling his eyes. 






“Sprouting tree seedlings!” he exclaimed. 
“It’s just as I REMEMBERED it!” D 
- , O _ We stood there quietly admiring Pra 
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pih 


= pocorn 3 re - 
slip off the heavy 
backpack ı 


wondered what 


nat 
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trees are very rare! | m” 
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Drin MYSTERY AT EVERGREEN GROVE 





was in that thing—it weighed a TON: 

My back was so SOFE that I went to lean 
against the trunk of the tree for a little rest. 
I was so GARMEGSMBEH: But I had 
barely even touched the trunk when the 
entire tree fell to the ground with 


an enormouse GRMOF#F! 


—— 
oe TE 
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out 


The Photosynthesons looked at me in 


MYSTERY AT EVERGREEN GROVE 





“Captain, what have you done?” Professor 
Greenfur asked. 

“Um .. . I just leaned g-gemntly against 
the t-trunk,” I stammered. “See?” 

And I gently placed my paw on another 
trunk to demonstrate. But that tree fell, 
too! As it fell, it hit another tree, and then 
another. In just a few astroseconds, 

~~ the entire grove of trees had fallen like a 
Sy bunch of DOMINOES. 
iy MOUSEY METEORITES] What was going 


‘on?! 


Mai 
™ 
~ 
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Wuo Dip THis? 


I couldn’t escape the GLARING EYES of the 
Photosynthesons. They were all shooting 
daggers at me! 

Leafyfur looked at me gravely. 

“Captain Stiltonix, we welcomed you in 
friendship,” he said. “But this disaster is testing 
our patience. Can you explain yourself?” 

I didn’t know what to say. I had barely 
+0UChEd those trees! And I’m not a very 
EET EIC ELE mouse. In fact, I’m really, 
really weak! That’s why I had taken off that 
HEAVY BAGKPAGEK and leaned against 
the tree. I just wanted a little FES”! 

I was so embarrassed. Why, oh why 
had my cousin given me such a heavy 
backpack to carry?! 





Wuo Dip THis? Y à 


“Uh... um.. .” I muttered, trying to 
figure out a way to explain myself. 

Fortunately, Thea came to my rescue. 

“Listen, my brother may be a klutz, 
she explained to Leafyfur, “but he would 
never do something like this on purpose!” 

“Thea’s right!” Greenfur cried suddenly. 
“Look what I just found!” 

We all rushed to see what Professor 


Greenfur has discovered. By all the rings 





, » Wuo Dip THis? 


of Saturn, the tree trunk was completely 
NOO 
“It looks like something gnawed 
the inside of all the trees!” Bugsy Wugsy 
squeaked. 
“There’s something strande going on 
here,” Thea added. “I’m sure this is the 
reason Greenfur turned Of alge!” 
aid this’ “This is terrible,” Leafyfur said 
A gts sadly. “And we didni 
i | Wwsamystery! notice anything!” 
“These TREES 


are extremely 






important to us,” 
Violix explained. 
“They clean the 
air we breathe, 
they provide us 
with food, and 
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they are our nomes. No Photosyntheson 
would ever do anything to hurt the trees in 





“Evergreen roye. Who could have done such 
a thing?” 

“Don’t worry,” Thea said gently. “We’ll 
help you solve this mystery. After all, 
that’s why we came!” 

“That’s right!” I agreed, bravely trying to 
act like a captain. “Spacemice for 
one, sSpacemice for ally” 
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Leafyfur and the other Photosynthesons 
went back to their homes while we gathered 
to organize our investigation. 

“We should split up,” Thea said. “Each of 


us can follow a different clue.” 





“Good idea!” Benjamin agreed. “Bugsy 
Wugsy and I will interview the 
PHOTOSYNTHMESONS strolling in the 
park. Maybe one of them saw something 
suspicious!” 

“Sounds good,” Thea replied with a nod. 
“PII go back to the space shuttle. I can use 
Hologramix to gather info on any galactic 
parasttes that have passed through 
Photosyntheson.” 

“Pll use the sniffix to search for GIVES,” 
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Greenfur said. He took a small robot out of 





his pocket. It was equipped with a special 


OPOR-SMELLING duct. Greenfur set 


the robot in research mode and the sniffix 
immediately took off. 

“What about you, Ger?” Thea asked me. 

“I think I’ll go with Professor Greenfur,” 
I replied. 

The sniffix moved around RAPIDLY, 


THO SNIFF IA 


ULTRA-DEVELORED 
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looking for clues. Charts, images, and 
calculations appeared continuously on its 
little screen. We scampered along behind 
the robot. I was wearing Trap’s heavy 
backpack again and I was having a hard 
time keeping up! 
Suddenly, the little robot stopped. But 
instead of showing us the results of his 
oh no! investigation, he began to Sneeze. 
g” pollen! «Holey craters!” I exclaimed. 
DA) “What’s going on?” 
“ACHOO!” answered 
l the sniffix in its metallic 






voice. “There are traces 
of (SYS (XU Ls) 
in the air. I’m allergic! I am 
sorry. I cannot elaborate on 
the data I have collected.” 
Greenfur sighed. 
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“We have to get back to the space shuttle,” 
he explained. “There must be some ROBOMIC 
MEDICINE on board the ship.” 

My shoulders were S©Y€ and ACHING 


from carrying Trap’s backpack, so I decided 





to wait and take a rest while Professor 
Greenfur got the medicine. I removed the 
hEAYY backpack from my shoulders and 
sprawled out on the grass. Then I turned to 
my side and noticed a thin trail of sawdust 
winding through the blades of grass. 

Martian mozzarella! Maybe I had found 
a clue! 
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THE MYSTERIOUS 
GNAWERS 


I quickly scrambled to my paws and began 
to follow the BU EIZVESET. It seemed to 
stop from time to time, but it always started 
up again. The trail went straight, then 
it CUPVed, then it ZIG-ZAGGED across 
the grass. 

How strange! 
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I was following the trail so CLOSELY | 
didn’t realize I had left Evergreen Grove. 
I suddenly found myself in a part of 





ie 


Photosyntheson I didn’t recognize. The » 4° 


trail ended in a CLEARING ; a 


surrounded by tall bushes. 
I hid behind one 
and looked 






around. 
At first, I 
didnt see anything. 

JA, Wes, at Then I looked down and I was 
i flabbergasted! The clearing was filled 





with TINY aliens scurrying in and out of 
small HOLES in the ground. 


I studied them for a few more minutes. 


They had huge teeth and were busily 
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chewing on something that left behind a 
trail of SAWduSt. 

Solar smoked Gouda! These were the 
creatures who had gnawed all the trees in 
Evergreen Grove! S88 paat 

I tried to observe a little more without 
being seen, but I inadvertently placed a paw 
on a twig. Crack! 

As soon as they heard the noise, the 
little creatures stopped and looked around 
suspiciously. But I was well hidden behind 
the bush. Luckily, they didn’t see me. After 
an astrosecond of hesitation, they went back 
to their chewing. PHEW? | was safe! 

I watched the little aliens for a few more 
minutes. They were so CUTE, I decided I 
would just approach them and ask what 


they were doing. It couldn’t hurt to be 
friendly and introduce myself, could it? So 
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I gathered my GOURAGE and stepped out 
from behind the bush. I moved slowly so I 
wouldn't SEGEEEE: the creatures. 

“Good morning, friends!” I squeaked 
in a friendly tone. “My name is Stiltonix, 
Geronimo Stiltonix, and I’m the captain of —” 

I didn’t even have a chance to FANASH. 
The little aliens surrounded me quickly. 
They had MeNaclNg looks on their 
unusual snouts. 

“WHO are you?” one of them asked. 

“What do you want?” 
another growled. 

“And why are 
you here?” asked 








another. 
Maybe 

introducing 

myself hadn’t 
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been such a 200d idea after all! 

“Er... as I was saying, I’m the captain 
of —” 

But I didn’t get to Finish that time, either! 
Faster than a shooting star, the ALIENS 
tied me up. 


Mousey meteors! | was FHEIR PRISONER! 
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I shouted as loudly as I could, hoping the 
other Spacemice would hear me. 

“Heeeelp!” 

“Silence!” a voice commanded. 

I didn’t have to be told twice! A well- 
dressed alien with a wooden CrOW IÝ on 
his head poked me in the tummy. Martian 
mozzarella! He looked like their king. And 
he was Mad! 

The alien cleared his throat. 

“I am Chief Nibbler the Fourth,” he 
snorted. “I am Lord of the Underground 
and king of the nibblix aliens, who live 
in Photosyntheson’s subterranean 
zone! Introduce yourself, you mouse in a 
spacesuit!” 
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“Er... as I tried telling you before, I’m 
Geronimo Stiltonix, captain of the 
MouseStar 1,” I explained. 

“Geronimo Stiltonix?!” he replied, 
surprised. “What are you doing on 
Photosyntheson?” 

I cleared my throat. 

“Nibbler, I came here with my friends 
the spacemice to figure out what’s been 





THE NIBBLIX ALIENS 





Q 
happening on Photosyntheson,” I explained. 
“Basically, we wanted to know who’s been 
gnawing all the trees!” 

“My name is Chief Nibbler the Fourth!” 
he roared back. “Or, ‘YOUR MAJESTY 
No one dares to call me ‘Nibbler’! That is, 
no one except my LOVELY wife...” 

“I’m so sorry, Your Majesty!” I replied, 
trying to make up for my mistake. “Would 
you please tell me why you and your friends 
are gnawing all of Photosyntheson’s trees?” 

“We have our FEASONS!” bellowed 
Chief Nibbler. “We nibblix have always 
lived Underneath Photosyntheson. Our big 
teeth help us dig tunnels and build 
underground villages where we used to live 
happily.” 

Everyone nodded in agreement. 


“Unfortunately, one day we dug in the 





THE NIBBLIX ALIENS 





2 af 


wrong place, and there was a terrible 
flood,” the chief continued. “Most of our 
homes were destroyed.” 

The nibblix aliens all nodded sadly. 

“Fortunately, we were able to flee to 
the upper tunnels,” Chief Nibbler 
continued. “But the lower tunnels are still 
flooded, and we’re afraid the water level 
will keep RISING! That’s why we decided to 
move above ground.” 

Holey craters! What an incredible 
Story! 

Everything was beginning to make sense 
now. But there still was one thing I didn’t 
understand. 

“That’s awful,” I squeaked sympathetically. 
“But why are you nibblix anawa on the 
trees?” 9" 5 

“Isn’t it obvious?!” Chief Nibbler replied 
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eruffly. “Do you think these perf¢ct sets of 
teeth stay like this on their 
ax this set of teeth! own? We have to keep 


exercising our incisors to 







keep them from getting 
too long or too 
weas! When were 
underground, we can 
keep busy gnawing the 
dirt. But above ground, 
there’s nothing to chew 


kig 





on but 

I finally understood. The nibblix didn’t 

mean to hurt the trees, but they didn’t seem 
to have a choice! 

“If it’s true that you came to solve the 

MYSTERY of the trees, the solution 

is simple: #E was: USE” Chief Nibbler 


continued. “But we don’t know what else to 
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do. We have to keep our teeth WEALTHY, 
and we have no place to stay underground 
right now!” 








GERONIMO, WHERE 
Are You? 


Meanwhile, Thea, Benjamin, Bugsy Wugsy, 
and Professor Greenfur were all back where 
we had parted. No one had found any useful 
itifortratior, and they returned to find me 
CRBS ERIC! My sister knew something 
was wrong right away. 

“Look!” she squeaked. “This is the 
backpack Trap gave Geronimo! But where’s 
my brother?” 


“When I came to the ship in search of the 
allergy medicine, the captain told me he 
wanted to PESI,” Greenfur explained. “He 
must have started looking for clues. But it’s 
strange that he left the backpack behind.” 
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At that moment, Benjamin noticed the 
trail of sawdust. 

“I wonder if Uncle Ger followed this trail,” 
he said. “Let’s see where it LEADS!” 

Greenfur put on the backpack and they all 
followed the trail. When they came to the 
clearing, they hid in the bushes 


ov 
and peeked out at me and 





the nibblix aliens. They were 
horrified by what they saw. 
“Oh no!” squeaked 
Benjamin softly. “TW 
Me G0’ 


“Don’t worry!” Greenfur 





whispered reassuringly. “I’m sure we'll 
figure out a way to free him. Does anyone 
know what kind of aliens those are?” 


Bugsy Wugsy didn’t waste time. She 
contacted HOLQGRAMIX right away 





Photosyntheson’s subterranean zone 


They 
are short with 
large, strong 
teeth that need to 
be used constantly! 
That’s why they 
continuously dig long 
tunnels underground. 


They have a sweet tooth! 
When they’re in a good mood, they love 
to play pranks. 


Sweets of every kind! 


Look at our teeth, so healthy and strong; 
We must keep gnawing all day long! 
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using her wWÊIStwatCh communicator. 

She explained the situation, and an 
asurosecond later Hologramix sent her 
the data from the Encyclopedia Galactica. 

Thea, Benjamin, and Professor Greenfur 
gathered around Bugsy Wugsy and read the 
info. 

“Excellent work, Bugsy!” Thea 
exclaimed, patting the mouselet on the back. 
“This background info on the nibblix aliens 
gives me an idea as to how we can free 
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Geronimo...’ 
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A FAMILIAR AROMA 


I was so busy talking to the nibblix aliens 
about their PLIGHT that I didn’t see the 
other spacemice in the bushes nearby. 

Suddenly, the air filled with a superstellar 
aroma. 


Galactic Gorgonzola! 








A FAMILIAR AROMA Ra, 


I would have recognized that smell 
anywhere. It was the scent of a mouth- 
watering cheesecake! The nibblix 
began to sniff the air eagerly. 

“Spacious subterranean tunnels!” the chief 
exclaimed. “What a smell! I’m famished. 
Nibblix, how about a SIN WACK? Let’s 
follow that scent!” 

The other aliens happily scurried after 






their leader. 








Shootirg starst They were going 
without me! 

“Wait! Don’t goooo!” I shouted. “Don’t 
leave me tied up here all alooooone!” 

But the nibblix didn’t listen. They were 
too busy following that mousetastic 
scent. In fact, I realized it wasn’t the scent of 
just any old cheesecake. Instead, it was the 
smell of a very SPECIAL cheesecake: Chef 
Squizzy’s famouse *R/PLE cyeesecake 
with candied fruit on top! Holey craters! 

As soon as the nibblix were out of sight, 
I heard MOVEMENT coming from the 
bushes behind me. 

“W-w-who's there?” I stammered. 

“It’s us, Uncle G!” came my nephew’s 
SWEET squeak. 

TRAAK JQWdHAVsE! The Spacemice 
had come to my rescue! 





A FAMILIAR AROMA 
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A DeLICcious IDEA 








Thea, Greenfur, Benjamin, and Bugsy Wugsy 
came out of the bush¢s. They immediately 
began working to UNTE the ropes 
wrapped HOHILY around me. 

“Prickly shrubs!” exclaimed Professor 
Greenfur. “What strong knots! 
wat strong knots! 


Too bad I don’t have my 
portable Kret-leeserver 


99 





with me... 

“Pm so glad 
=< to see you, 
Spacemice!” I 
exclaimed. “How 
did you RIND 
me?” 


“It was simple,” 





Bie 





A De.Licious IDEA 


Benjamin replied. “We saw Uncle Trap’s 
gigantic heavy backpack and then we 
followed the trail of sawdust.” 

Martian mozzarella! I felt so Jucky 
that I could count on my friends! 

“When we saw the nibblix, we were 
stunned,” Greenfur added. “We didn’t know 
such aliens existed on Photosyntheson.” 

“We used the Encyclopedia Galactica to 
gather a lot of interesting information about 
the nibblix,” squeaked Bugsy Wugsy. “And 
we found out that they have 2 Very Sweet 
tooth.” 

“That gave me an idea,” Thea continued. 
“I got in touch with the crew on 
MouseStar 1 and oman Poise Be to —_ us 





one of Squizzy’s ' ou A4LESECAHELS via 
Teletransportix... 


“Not just any cheesecake,” Bugsy 





specified. “But a triple Cheesecake 
with Crust on top!” 
“Exactly!” chuckled Greenfur. “Sally set 


the Teletransportix so that the cake would 
be transported right here. Then we lured 
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away the sweet-toothed nibblix with the 


cake’s DTOVSOQVASAE PONA!” 
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Stellar Swiss! My friends were truly out of 
this world! Greenfur finally untied the last 
knot and I was free. 

“We'd better get away from here,” Thea 
suggested. “The nibblix will probably be 
back once they finish eating the cake.” 

“Wait!” I said. “The nibblix have a real 
PROBLE. They need our help!” 

The spacemice listened as I explained the 
situation. Once they heard about the flooded 
tunnels that had forced the nibblix aliens to 
abandon their homes, they agreed that we 
had to help. 

“But what can we do for them, Uncle G?” 
Benjamin asked, a worried look on his snout. 

Then we heard a noise behind us. The 
nibblix were back, and they didn’t look 
HAPPY. They were glaring at us and baring 
their sharp teeth menacingly! 


We WANT TO HELP! 


Chief Nibbler readjusted his crown, brushed 
some cake crumbs off his face, and 
cleared his throat. 

“Nibblix, ELEVATED FORMATION!” 
he ordered. “I need to look these gigantic 
mouseoids in the eye!” 

His subjects snapped to work. They quickly 
began to climb on top of one another’s 
shoulders. It looked like they were building 
a strange tower: 

Stinky space cheese! What were they 
planning to do? 

The chief climbed on top of the heap and 
looked at me, unafraid. 


“Geronimo Stiltonix,” the chief bellowed. 
“Who are these mouseoids? Winere did 
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they come from? And HOW did you untie 
yourself?” 

“Your Majesty, these are my spacemice 
friends.” I explained. 

“Please meet my sister, Thea, my nephew, 


Benjamin, his friend Bugsy Wugsy, and 
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scientist Professor Greenfur.” 

“We dont want to hurt you,” Thea 
explained. “In fact, my brother told us your 
story and we want to help: 

“We nibblix know how to take care of 
ourselves!” Chief Nibbler answered proudly. 

“But you can’t keep gnawing every 
on Photosyntheson!” Professor Greenfur 
exclaimed. “Before you know it, all the trees 
will be gone! And many of these trees are 
home to Photosynthesons who live above 
ground.” 

“He’s right,” Benjamin agreed. “We know 
the subterranean tunnels you live 
in are in danger, but destroying the habitat 
of others isn’t a good solution. Let us help 


you. Together we’ll find a way to stop the 
f1664 in your tunnels!” 


The nibblix were silent for a moment. 





“What do you propose?” Chief Nibbler 
finally asked. 
“Hmm ...I think I have an idea,” Greenfur 


mumbled. He began walking OQAR and 
FORTW in the clearing under the watchful 
eyes of Chief Nibbler. 

I was also GURIQUS. What did the 


professor have in mind? 





VE Got jt!” he exclaimed suddenly. 
“If I could calculate the angle of the tunnels 
and multiply it by x and divide it by Z, rll 
have the solution. But one of you will have 


to take me to the entrance to the tunnels.” 
“And why should we do that?” Chief 
Nibbler asked skeptically. 
“Because Professor Greenfur is a brilliant 
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scientist and he’s thinking of a way to SaVE 
your homes,” I tried to explain. “If you trust 
him, he might be able to fÎX everything: 
Then you can go back to living underground, 
where you're HAPPIEST!” 

The nibblix gathered around their chief. 
They talked softly for a while. Finally, the 
chief approached me. 

“We have decided to trust yaw,” he said. 
“Come! We’ll show you the entrance to the 


tunnels.” 
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I put Trap’s h¢avy back pack, back on my 
shoulders, and, for a moment, I wondered 
what could possibly be inside. But the 
nibblix scurried ahead quickly and I had to 
follow, so I didn’t get a chance to open the 
backpack to FIND OUT. 

Chief Nibbler led us to a part of 
Photosyntheson we hadn’t seen. There 
was a beautiful garden filled with star- 
. They were so 
BEAUTIFUL! Lots of young nibblix 
peeked at us through the flowers, staring in 
amazement. 

“Fellow  nibblix, I present the 
Spacemtice!” Chief Nibbler exclaimed. 
“I granted them the HONOR of helping us 
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find a solution to our flooded tunnels. 
Please escort them underground for an 
INSPECT ON!” 

As soon as the chief finished talking, a 
few nibblix came forward to lead the way. 
we followed them to the opening of a 
large tunnel. Greenfur examined 
the entrance closely. 

“The upper TUNNELS are still dry,” our 
guide informed us, “but if we don’t stop the 
water soon, everything will be flooded 
and we'll have no place to live!” 

“What do you have in mind?” I asked the 
professor. 

“I was thinking of building a dQm,” 
Professor Greenfur explained. “But first I 
have to check a few things...” 

He took out a strange contraption. 

“This is a processorix,” Greenfur 
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explained. “It’s a brilliant invention! You 
wear it, think about what you want to do, 
and then the proc¢ssorix formulates a plan 
for the project at the speed of light. PII use 
the device to send a PROBE to inspect the 
interior of the tunnel. The probe will collect 
the data I need while the processorix picks 
up the inyitiiswes from my brain 
and designs a project automatically on the 
screen!” 

The nibblix were a little PERPLEXED 
by the device (honestly, so was I!), but they 
went along with Greenfur’s plan anyway. 

“xe got it!” the professor exclaimed 
happily a few moments later. 

Then he showed us an image on the 
ProCeSSoOPrix screen. 

“Every nibblix will bring some sandbags 


into the tunnel,” he explained. “The bags 
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will be used to build °$ upc 
a dam near the hol« QA 





where the water is 
entering.” 

The nibblix looked 
at the illustration 
of the plan on the 
PPOCeCSSOPIH. 
They seemed very 
impressed. 

“As soon as the 
DAM reaches the dimensions indicated HERE, 
the water will stop, and your tunnels will be 
dry again!” Greenfur concluded. 

The nibblix applauded happily 

“But stopping the water won’t be enough,” 
Greenfur warned. “The dam could BREAK. 
at some point. The solution is to have a 
eroup of nibblix DIG a lateral tunnel next 














to the original tunnel 
while the other group is 
busy hauling in the sandbags.” 
“But why do we need the second 
tunnel?” one of the nibblix asked, 
perplexed. 

“If the water SPINS oUt of 
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the riverbed, it will run along the secondary 
tunnel instead of breaking through the dam 
and washing away your homes,” 
Professor Greenfur explained. 

“But what happens to the water then?” 
asked Chief Nibbler. 

“At the end of the second tunnel, you'll 
have to dig a big, deep hole to collect the 
water,” Greenfur said. “That basin can 
double as an awesome SWÎmming pool!” 

“Amazing!” exclaimed Chief Nibbler. 
“Come on, nibblix! We can do this. Now, 
let’s get to work!” 
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IN THE TUNNELS 


The nibblix were about to follow their chief 
into the tunnels when Benjamin had an idea. 

“Uncle!” he cried. “I can give the chief 
my WristWatch so he can communicate 
with us while he and the other nibblix are 
underground.” 

It was a FHABUMOUGE idea. 

“Hey, Nibbler!” I called out. 

The chief turned to me and finan) 
me with a look. 

“Oh, uh, excuse me, Your Majesty,” I 
muttered, my snout turning Fell with 
embarrassment. “Wait a second, please!” 

We StraSPee Benjamin’s wristwatch 
onto Chief Nibbler’s small paw, and the 
aliens went down into the tunnels, each 
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carrying a Sandbag 
We followed their work 
from the surface 







using Thea’s 
wristwatch. I N 
took off the heavy h 
backpack and 
used it as a seat to 
rest on. 

My sister pushed a button on her 
wristwatch. 

“Your Majesty, can you hear me?” she 
asked. “How’s it going down there?” 

“| can hear you loud and clear!” came the 
king’s reply. “We’re just getting to the hole 
where the Water is coming from. We 
can’t see anything yet, but we know we are 
close because the ground is damp under 
our paws.” 
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“Good luck, Chief!” we all shouted. 
“Thank you!” came the reply of the 
chief and the other nibblix around him. 
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“We've rolled the sandbags in position to 
make the dam. And Crunch and Scrunch, 
two of the strongest nibblix, have begun to 
dig the lateral tunnel...” 

“GREAT!” we all shouted. “You’re 
almost there. Keep up the OOD WORK!” 

“Oh no!” Chief Nibbler said suddenly. 

“What’s wrong?” asked Thea. 

“The water is leaking through the dam. 
We need more sandbags!” Chief Nibbler 
replied. 

“Don’t worry!” Benjamin squeaked as he 
leaped into aetiow. “We’ll help. Bugsy and 
I can gather a few more for you.” 

The two mice SCQMPERED off and 
returned a few minutes later with a bunch of 
sandbags. They delivered them to the mouth 
of the tunnel. 

Less than an hour later, Chief Nibbler and 





ve IN THE TUNNELS 


the other nibblix emerged from the tunnel, 
smiling and happy. 

“Is everything okay now?” Benjamin 
asked. 

“Never been better!” the chief replied. “The 
dam and the lateral tunnel are complete. We 








A 
PHOTOSYNTHESON S 
TREES 


Benjamin, Bugsy Wugsy, and the nibblix 
cheered joyfully. Thea, Greenfur, and 
I were ecstatic, too. Photosyntheson’s 
homes were safe, and the nibblix could go 
back to living underground, where they 


were HAPPIEST. 





PHOTOSYNTHESON S TREES 





Q 





Chief Nibbler shook Professor Greenfur’s 
paw and thanked us. 

“It’s always a pleasure to help those in 
need!” Greenfur replied. 

The chief hung his head. 

“I feel badly for the way we treated 
our fellow Photosynthesons and their 


PRECIOUS trees!” he said sadly. 








you, friend! 





shank’ 
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“We truly didnt mean to destroy 
anyone’s homes. But we’ve always LIVED 
ALONE underground, and we’ve never 
had to think about anyone else. We didn’t 
realize gnawing on all those trees would 
AFFEGT others the way it did. What 
can we do to make it up to you and your 
Friends, Professor?” 

“You could help the Photosynthesons 
replant the trees you gnawed!” Greenfur 
suggested. 

“That’s a ereat idea!” squeaked 
Benjamin. “Nature helps improve the 
universe for everyone. We need to love, 
respect, and /MPOLACE it!” 

“You're right!” Chief Nibbler replied. 
“First we'll ask the Photosynthesons for 


their BO BEER MEWEBEG. and then 
we will help them plant NEW trees!” 
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But I noticed that the chief still looked 
like he had something on his mind. 

“What is it, Your Majesty?” I asked. 

“Well . . .” he hesitated. “We’re V@FY 
hanny to return to our tunnels and our 
cozy homes, but I’d like to come back to 
the surface every so often. It’s so alaf- ik] 
and gloomy underground. And now that 
we ve seen how beautiful it is above ground, 
we would like to visit sometimes. But we 
can’t go for long without J hawing 
on something, so I guess that won't be 
possible.” 

The other nibblix nodded in agreement, 
and the chief hung his head sadLy. 

Hmmm... whata TOUGH situation! 
There had to be a solution, but what was it? 

Greenfur, Thea, Benjamin, Bugsy Wugsy, 
and I looked at one another. We spacemice 
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“We have to find Emeri above ground 
that the nibblix can CREW without harming 
anything, Thea mused. 

Martian MOZZARELLA! That was easier 
said than done! What could the nibblix gnaw 


safely? 
I didn’t have a ClUe! 











A GIGANTIC SURPRISE 


After a lot of thinking, we were still SUAR. 
“Sometimes my best ideas come when I 
stop concentrating on the problem and 
think of something different!” Benjamin 
exclaimed. 
“That’s true!” Thea agreed. “It helps me 


brainstorm when I move around, take a 


walk, or play a Sain.” 





A GIGANTIC SURPRISE ae 


So we all began to walk around. I went in 
circles, but I was so absorbed in my thoughts 
that I tripped on my own paws and fell on 
top of Trap’s HEAVY BACKPACK! 

Swisssp! 

The backpack flew up in the air and its 


contents scattered all over the ground. 


Galactic mozzarella! What a Mess! 





E A GIGANTIC SURPRISE 


I was scrambling to collect everything 
when one object caught my attention. 
It was a gigantic machine that dispensed 
Supergnaws, also known as chunks of 

. Theyre one of Trap’s favorite 
snacks! My cousin had miniaturized the 
device before putting it in the backpack, and 





my fall had triggered the 
mechanism. 

“Trap never changes!” Benjamin chuckled. 
“Anytime we travel, he always manages to 
pack something crunchy i 

“Did you say ‘something crunchy’?” asked 
Greenfur. “Why didn’t we think of that 
before?” 

Huh? Thought of what? I didn’t have a 
clue what the professor was squeaking 
about. 

But Thea understood. 
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A GIGANTIC SURPRISE ae 


“Of course!” she exclaimed. “You’re a 
genius, Professor Greenfur!” 

The scientist turned to Chief Nibbler. 
“Your Majesty, we have the solution!” 
he announced happily. “We are proud to 
present you and the nibblix with this 
Supergnaw distributor! Supergnaws are 
yummy pieces of Vega carrots. Munching on 
them will be great for keeping your teeth 
busy while you’re above ground!” 

I finally understood. SP” 
“That’s right!” I om 
exclaimed. - } 
“And Vega i 


carrots aren't 
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just great for 
the teeth, 
they’re also 
rich in 


es A GIGANTIC SURPRISE 


galactic Vitamins. Eating them will 
keep your whole body HEAL THY !” 

“And best of all, this machine will dispense 
an @NGIESsS Supply!” Benjamin chimed 
in, smiling BRIGHTLY. 

“So we won't have to gnaw on trees 
anymore?” Chief Nibbler asked, astounded. 
“Crunchy underground dirt! What a Feal 
idea!” 

The other nibblix agreed. 

“Thank you, spacemice!” they shouted 
happily. “What a ‘ Generous gift! 

“Now we'll be able to come above ground 
whenever we like!” Chief Nibbler exclaimed. 
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To PLANT A TREE... 


Now that the nibblix were no longer a 
tinreat to Photosyntheson’s trees, we 
were anxious to tell all the Photosynthesons 
the good news. We used our wristwatches 
to contact telal lelg and we arranged a 
meeting in Evergreen Grove. When we got 
to the park, we found Leafyfur and a huge 
CROWD of Photosynthesons waiting for us. 

Greenfur told everyone what had 
happened. Then he introduced Chiet 
NibbEer and the nibblix to the 
Photosynthesons. 

The chief apologized many times for what 
the nibblix had done to the planet’s precious 
trees. He sounded nothing like the alien who 
had taken me PRISONER earlier! 
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To PLANT A TREE... Ra, 


“We didn’t realize how important the 
trees are to you,” Chief Nibbler explained. 





“But we are grateful to the spacemice for 
teaching us. And we now understand that 
we have to respect and love nature.” 

“We accept your APOLOGIES, 
friends!” said Leafyfur. 

Everyone was happy. Leafyfur and Chief 
Nibble @HOO*¥K paws as a sign of 
friendship and collaboration. 

“We'd like to make things up to you by 
replanting the trees we DESTROYED,” 
the chief of the nibblix now on 
explained. 

The Photosynthesons 
accepted happily. 

“From now on, 
Photosynthesons and 
nibblix will live in 





To PLANT A TREE... 





EE 


harmony, respecting Nature!” 
Everyone cheered. Then Leafyfur turned 
on a giant Seed-SP reader and gave 


handfuls of seeds to all of us. 


We headed for the section of the park 
where the nibblix had GN@Wé&D the trees. 
Together we began to spread the seeds. 








To PLANT A TREE... = 


Eventually, we came to the place where 
Greenfur’s OLD TREE once stood. 

“You spread here,” I told my friend. “Soon 
a new tree will grow, and it will be stronger 
than the one before it!” 

Professor Greenfur BABALJ a handful 
of seeds on the ground. Lush little plants 
began to sprout INSTANTLY. At the same 
time, the scientist’s fur turned from orange 
to green again, from the top of his head to 
the tips of his toes! 

Out-of-orbit planets! Our mission was 
complete! 
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THE KEY TO 
HAPPINESS 





In addition to spreading seeds, the nibblix 
also helped plant some tiny trees. When the 


work was complete, Leafyfur organized a 
big celebration in Evergreen Grove. 
It was a superstellar event because the 
Photosynthesons and the nibblix worked 
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THE KEY TO HAPPINESS 


together to plan the entire thing. 

There were huge /ASLES with 
Photosyntheson specialties and crunchy 
foods that were perfect for the nibblix. We 
played games and gathered in a clearing 
to celebrate the friendship between the 
Photosynthesons and the nibblix with a toe- 
tapping dance! 

Starry skies! It was a truly spectacular 
event! 
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THE KEY TO HAPPINESS 


As the festivities came to an end, we 





spacemice got ready to LEVO. 
Violix and Gentiana — Greenfur. 
“Come back soon!” they squeaked. 
“J WILL — J PROMISE!” the professor 
replied, tears in his eyes. “I understand 





now that my bond with my home planet 
is a SIFONY one that can never be 
breken” 

“Well said!” Chief Nibbler bellowed. “We 
would love to see you again soon, especially 
since our subterranean dam will need to be 
inspected from time to time to be sure 
it’s holding up okay!” 

“Yes, the spacemice are always welcome 


here!” Leafyfur agreed. “We shall always be 
GRATEFUL to you for saving our planet!” 

“No, no,” I replied. “We should be thanking 
all of you! This mission taught us that living 





a 


in HARMONY with nature is truly the 
key to happiness!” 

Then we said good-bye and boarded 
the Space shuttle that would take us back 
to MouseStar 1, and toward another 


INCREDIBLE NEW ADVENTURE! 


THE KEY TO HAPPINESS 
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Geronimo Stiltonord 


He is a mouseking — the Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far north! He lives with his 
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|. Control room 
2.Gigantic telescope 
3. Greenhouse to grow plants and flowers 
4. Library and reading room 
5.Astral Park, an amousement park 
6. Space Yum Café 
7. Kitchen 
8. Liftrix, the special elevator that moves between 
all floors of the spaceship 
9. Computer room 
10. Crew cabins 
||. Theater for space shows 
|2.Warp-speed engines 
13.Tennis court and swimming pool 
14. Multipurpose technogym 
|5. Space pods for exploration 
16. Cargo hold for food supply 
I7. Natural biosphere 
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` Dear mouse friends, 
thanks for reading, 

and ĝood-bye until the next book. 
See you in outer space! ` 
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QERUNIMY STILTONIX 


He is a spacemouse e the Geronimo `y e - 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is ~ | 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. a 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 
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WELL BiTe YOUR TAIL, GERONIMO! 
Professor Greenfur, MouseStar Ts onboard scientist, 
‘has changed color from green to. . ..orange! What’s 
going on? To uncover what's wrong, the spacemice 
| “travel to his. home planet of Photosyntheson. ` 





Professor Greenfur’s relatives are 
being threatened by the _nibblix, 
„tiny aliens with very sharp teeth! 
Can the spacemice help in time? 
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